IN these late years, when I have been playing Philadelphia, I have made pilgrimages to the different places that were associated with my youth.
My old school is one of them, the Episcopal Academy at Juniper and Locust Streets; the school has moved out into the country towards Haverford, but the building still stands.
I walk to Logan Square, where I attended a fair with my mother in the early days of the Civil War. It was called a Sanitary Fair, because it was held under the auspices of the Sanitary Commission. I have an album that my mother bought me there.
I go to St. Stephen's Church, Tenth Street near Chestnut, now in a kind of sordid neighborhood. The church was rehabilitated a comparatively short time ago. The last time I was there I asked to see the baptismal register and found out that I was christened on my mother's birthday, January 10, 1854.
There was a young woman doing some work in the church and, after I pointed out the entry on the regis-
18by Sherman's Army. The wonderful alignment, the splendid marching and bright arms were so great a contrast to the tattered uniforms of the men who had seen much service.
